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Chapter | 


Author's Notes: 
This fic was proofread by sgSixx since I'm not a native English speaker. Thank you, sgSixx! And thank you 
everyone for stopping by here. 


Izzy was a night owl. Axl, his childhood friend, was also a night owl. Friends who shared the room in Hell House, 
which the record company prepared for the band called Guns N' Roses. And all of the members lived there. 


When Izzy took his white Gibson ES-I75 out from the guitar case in their room, he noticed that the whole 
house fell utterly silent. The other three, Slash, Duff and Steven were all stoned and seemed to be asleep in 
the living room. Izzy sat on the floor, played the guitar without plugging it to his amp. He didn't want to wake 
anyone up. He loved his ES-I15 since this guitar sounded great without the amp so he could play it anytime and 


anywhere. 


Axl hummed softly along to his friend's music while laying on his stomach on his bed. Sometimes he would stop 
humming to write lyrics down in the notebook, or anything he could find to write on. His tender voice echoed 


the room. 


Izzy saw that the stars were shining from the corner of his eye and smelled the light jasmine aroma on the 
wind coming through the window. Everything was calm. A beautiful friendship on a beautiful summer night. 


Perfect. 
"Can | kiss you?" Axl said from where he lay. 
Izzy stopped moving his fingers on the guitar and stared at him with furrowed brows. 


Axl repeated something Izzy couldn't understand. "You didn't hear me?" Axl asked him with intense eyes, "Can | 
kiss you?" 


"W-what?" lzzy choked the word out. 


Surprised. Then confused. Izzy had never imagined or thought of kissing Axl. Or being kissed BY Axl. Of course 
not. It was SO GAY! Okay, a kiss might have a hidden meaning. Nothing with Axl could be predicted. Maybe Axl 
was on some drug with a new name? He hoped that it was a fucking reasonable answer to this. He was very 


certain that his best friend was not gay. 
"What is a kiss?" Izzy skeptically asked. 
Axl knitted his eyebrows. "Hey, come on. You ain't a fucking virgin" 


Izzy was completely freaked out on the inside, but kept his ever present cool the best he could. Axl wanted 


kiss him. The kind of kiss which he knew, the same kind of kiss he did with girls million times. 
With small smile on his lips Axl sat up in bed and said, "Let's do it" 
"No!" Izzy replied immediately. 


His brain ran like a locomotive, faster than one even. His heart beat loudly in his ears and palms began to 
soaked in sweat. His eyes searched Axl's face for the clues of something that could make sense for the 


unpleasant remark 


It took him a few minutes to come to a conclusion, The man before him would not be Axl though he had red 
long silky hair and ocean green eyes and porcelain white skin. He might Axl's twin brother who was separated 
when they were small. Izzy hadn't recognized the exist of him but this might be true. Because Axl was not 


gay. Never. Ever. Ever. 


"Who the hell are you? Where is Axl? Are you his brother?" Izzy rained questions hoarsely. His voice was 
naturally hoarse but the possibility of kissing by a man made his voice more husky than usual. 


The redhead whispered, "Oh, you are fucking high." His baritone voice wore sorrowfulness. 

Axl did drugs occasionally but never became a junkie like the other four in the band. He always warned his 
reckless bandmates to not do them too much. Especially he spoke it to Izzy naggingly since Izzy was the one 
who he wanted to protect the most. 


"I am sober." In a cold unemotional manner Izzy stated it to the man sitting with his legs crossed in the bed. 


This goddamn redhead who lusted after men and making no bones about it either was not Axl, therefore the 


issue of Izzy's addiction to drugs should have been neither more nor less than an objective fact to him. 
Izzy's gaze ran on the redhead's right arm restlessly. 

Axl had three tattoos on it. The bottom one was a bit tricky. It had five skulls, which represented each one of 
the members, on the cross. Axl asked the tattoo artist to carve Slash's skull with long black straight hair. So 
if the man in front of Izzy was not Axl, he wouldn't know it. He could imitate Axl's tattoo but it should have 
curly haired skull. The magnificent afro hair was one of the lead guitarists charms that fascinated people. 
Izzy narrowed his eyes to look at it well with deliberate, he burned off calories to dispute an unquiet mind to 
do it. He didn't come close to the arm. The redhead was highly dangerous so he could kiss Izzy once they got 
close to each other. 

The redhead got a bit impatient. "What are you looking at?" His voice was becoming lower. 

"Your tattoo." Izzy said shortly while he peered at the tattoo. 

"How much coke did you snort?" 

"I told you | am fucking sober." 

"Alright, alright" The redhead rolled his eyes then showed his right forearm to Izzy. 

God. Holy shit. 

Izzy gasped at a glance. This man had straight haired Slash tattoo. 


"You. Are. Axl" He looked up at Axl with wide scared eyes. His trembling voice was feeble. 


"Yes, | am." Axl replied him under his fake sigh, wore an amazed look, his voice was monotonous. He said "I ask 


you again. Can | kiss you?" like an order from mothers. 


Izzy could not keep up appearance anymore. 


"No, you can't! Oh shit, don't!" He held his guitar very tightly and moved back until his back hit his bed. Now he 


was likely to have a horrible mishap. His life plan had never set up an ‘Axl kisses me’ event. 


There was Axl's bed beyond his gaze. He felt his own bed on his back. It was not even making a calculation, 
they had two beds here. Two beds were more than enough. Their bedroom was quite capable of becoming a 
sweet home of a gay couple, always wanting to making out. The romantic jasmine scent coming through the 
window would help the couple to become lively. Izzy suddenly realized that he was in the most dangerous place 


on earth. 


"Are you okay? You shirt soaks in sweat." Axl raised his index finger and pointed Izzy's used lavender shirt. "| 
told you." He shaked his head, "Don't do cocaine and heroine too much." 


"Don't move." Izzy forced back a shriek, still holding his guitar. He did it so tightly that his hands were white. 


"Stay there. Don't move an inch." 


The lavender color was turning to deep purple. Axl's gaze made Izzy's blood boiling, he felt himself breaking out 
into a sweat. He had a stuffy feeling in his chest filling with a summer lukewarm breeze, cloying a sweet 


jasmine scent. The scent was too heavy and strong. 
"I am sober. You freak me out." There was a quaver in his voice. 
‘Its a tiny little kiss." Axl shrugged his shoulders. 


Izzy was on the edge of an abyss, but his brain was still trying to be constructive. Their bassist Duff always 
overestimated Izzy that Izzy was the coolest guy in the band, and it now couraged him strongly, even though 


Izzy himself didn't feel he was cool. It was a time for him to have a clinical observation as a cool guy. 


Again it took a few minutes, then he found another possibility. Axl might be too horny to distinguish between a 
man and a woman. This thought, which was actually as ridiculous as saying earth didn’t spin, made Izzy feel 
that he wasn't cool after all. But fortunately, and even the possibility was utterly slight, a solution to the 
problem was very simple; Seeing his adorable girlfriend Erin. She would be pleased with his libido. Alright, this 


was how the world was supposed to be. 


Izzy held his breath while thinking. Izzy realized it when he exhaled to say "Go see Erin" He sputtered in fear, 
"And fuck her." 


"But | wanna kiss you." 


"Why me?" He heard his blood rushing in veins more and more in his ear, then felt a kind of faint. Nobody 


would blame him if he lost his sense of composure and fell unconscious in this situation. 


"Uh, do you allow me to kiss you if | tell you a reason?" Axl titled his head, a smile tugged at the corners of 
his mouth. His green eyes beamed with delight and it was kind of endearing. 


"No, but | need a goddamn reason" 

Yes, Izzy needed a goddamn reason for the frightening request. He had convinced that their long past had been 
nothing but a genuine friendships, but his friend showed his gay side out of the blue. The rock n' roll dream 
between the vocalist and the rhythm guitarist should have found on the trust of this long friendship. Though 
Izzy wanted to refuse to accept it, the foundation suddenly slumped down like an avalanche. It seemed that he 
could only trust the ES-I15 with him from now. His white guitar would never betray him. 


"You are cold" Axl curled his lips in the sulks. 


Izzy was obviously the one who was frightened and confused. But what was Axl's puppy eyes look? Axl watched 
Izzy as if he was getting bullied 


He dropped his eyes on the notebook. "It's just a tiny little kiss. How come you decline it? You are my friend, 


asshole." 


"How does one think that two men putting their lips on the others is a fucking tiny little kiss?" Izzy took a deep 
breath. "You cannot do it to your guy friend" He stressed it to his guy friend. 


Axl kept looking down, making a miserable voice. "| won't kiss you until you say yes." 


It was the most pleasant answer thus far. Izzy felt his body lose strength as a breath. He laid his another 
close friend ES-I75 next to him. “That's good. Could you give me the reason, for fuck's sake?" 


Axl raised his face. 


Chapter 2 


Author's Notes: 
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"Do you know Sean?" 


Axl went on as he saw Izzy shook his head. "He'd worked for Tower Video with me. | ran into a grocery store 
this afternoon, y'know, we had that passing shower, and he took cover there too. We had a nice chat for a 
while, but when | left there he followed after me and." He flung his face in the pillow groaning something that 
didn't form words at all, both of his tight knuckles hitting the mattress heavily in a row, and shouted in the 


pillow at the end. "He tried to kiss me on a sidewalk Fuck!" 
"Then?" 


"Then | punched him" He turned his face to Izzy's direction with great force. The fluffy pillow hid the left part 
of his face. 


"So, you two didn't kiss." 


"No. He was terrified when he saw | grabbed a road sign" With the deep sign Axl said that he failed to hit him 


since Sean ran away from him like a shot. "It was fucking disgusting. | almost puked." 


Axl sounded not into being gay. Izzy felt that his sweat on his skin went dry mildly. The ease let him stand on 
his knees and sat on the edge of his own bed. "God, that's a fucking bummer. Is the dude a fag or what?" 


"He'd been.. uh..in love with me. Shit, he said that before he tried to kiss me." 


Izzy still didn't figure out why Axl wanted to kiss him, but at least Axl had a right person for his enthusiasm. 
He sighed with relief. "Look. Find Sean something and kiss him." He spread his hands. "I'm totally okay with you 
liking guys and I'm still your friend" While he showed his warm understanding, he swallowed the rest of the 


line; as long as you don't seduce me. 


With a tiny shriek Axl jumped up from the bed. "Never say the name of Sean like that in front of me, okay? 
Goosebumps are coming out on my arms again! Goddammit! Axl scrubbed his arms hard as he looked down at 


Izzy. 


"You won't find any differences in kissing me. See? Your body simply refuses gay behavior entirely." 


Suddenly Axl stopped moving his palms, sat on the edge of his bed and leaned forward putting his forearms on 
his laps. "It's not argumentative but feelable. I've thought of kissing you for the rest of the day." 


Izzy was dumbfounded at a moment by the ridiculously romantic response. The deep thoughtful baritone voice 
and the bright green eyes frightened him once again "Hey, y--you don't like me, do you?" He was amazed that 
he could get the words out from being full of nervousness. In the nature of things, it was the very last thing 
Izzy wanted to know if a reply was affirmative. The shivering voice was so weak that he wasn't sure it 


reached Axl's ears. 


"I swear I'm heterosexual. | rather say I'm pro-heterosexual." Axl protested Izzy in complete confidence 
straight away. The quick response didn’t give Izzy time for bracing himself, but consequently it worked to his 


peace. 


"Good, and we won't kiss." Izzy replied in a mood as if he was an actor in a boring sitcom. 


Axl was by no means gay. Needless to say, Izzy wasn't too. Then two straight men were arguing whether they 
were going to have an osculation or not. What a horrible conversation However, Axl seemed to have something 
more to say and Izzy might follow him anyway. Izzy had started this conversation by asking the reason for 
the kiss, so far he didn't get an appropriate answer to it. 


"Sean told me | hate gay behaviour due to my inexperience. | protested him, y'know, this air conditioning 


repairment guy tried to rape me once." 


Izzy leaned forward supporting his body with his forearms on his laps. Now friends faced each other in the 


same position 


Axl looked straight at the man in front of him. "But Sean said if the chemistry is right, I'm gonna start to like 


it. | just haven't seen a right person yet." 


Izzy lifted his eyebrow at the hackneyed phrases with a wry smile. Sean would fail to hit anybody with his 
lame attitude even though he found what he called a right person. Izzy kept smiling wryly and said, "Did the 


‘not argumentative but feelable' comment come from him?" 


"Yeah." Axl nodded shortly. 


‘lm glad to hear it didn't come from you." Izzy insisted from his heart. Hearing a pick up line of his childhood 
friend was nothing but a nightmare. 


"You had plenty of lovely conversation before you were almost kissed" Izzy gave him an ironic glare as 
strongly as he could. Unfortunately the effort came to nothing. Axl buried his face in the hands so he didn't 
look at Izzy. Maybe he didn't recognize that his friend turned cynically. 


“Cause he fucking cupped my face in his hands! My body froze while he was talking.” After he protested Izzy, 
he threw himself down on his back and let his feet dangle on the edge of the bed. He looked at the white ceiling 
covered with stains as he crossed his arms on his chest. "But | think he was right in some aspects. 
Inexperience causes ignorance. I'm not personally fascinated by men, but gaining experience could never be in 


vain in your life. You're my closest friend, maybe things will be different.” 


"You think you're not gonna go gay after this, right? Then what the hell exactly do you want to know?" 


"| just wanna have an experience.” Axl kept his gaze on the ceiling. 


Axl was considerably unpredictable that sometimes it went over Izzy's head in spite of their more than a 
decade friendship which was long enough for understanding your friends in general. Axl's daily life was always 
to go out of the frying pan and into the fire. Izzy didn't know what would go on in Axl's head when Axl was not 
around him, he rather tried to be away from imagining it. So he hadn't pondered in the least what led Axl to 
the wild idea, he was simply driven by a sense of responsibility for stopping his friend's optimistic, ridiculous 


and innocent curiosity. 


The responsibility in his mind was a kind of paternity. Axl was abused by his stepfather back in Indiana. 


Troubles never come singly, his true mother looked on them at a distance and did anything during castigating. 
Nothing could be more miserable than this, could it be? Poor Axl didn't know what parents were but he desired 
paternity unconsciously. Well, Izzy didn't see any necessities of paternity in the insane ‘a heterosexual dude is 


impatient to kiss the other heterosexual dude’ case, though. 


Izzy stood up and looked down at his friend lying in bed. He had one more thing to make sure of. "Who else did 
you ask?" 


‘Only you. I'm not considering other options." Axl fixed his eyes on him. 


Whoa, other romantic sentences would fly out when outsiders heard them. "That's good" Quietly Izzy said it a 
second time tonight. "This seems wrong." He thought it was the exact point worth stressing. 


Standing the upper body, Axl transmitted his option. "But if it were you, chemistry--" 


"Don't be ridiculous." interrupted Izzy. He didn't need to listen to the rest of the line because he knew it. "Do 
you wanna be my fucking boyfriend?" 


"Hell no." 


"This is a perfect answer. | like it. And kissing me is the last thing you wanna try due to your fucking pro- 
heterosexuality.’ 


As soon as Izzy closed his mouth, Axl pouted his lips. Obviously he didn’t like the denial. 


Izzy put his hands on his hips. He wasn't irritated but his function here was sort of like a father thus he 
needed to show his resolute fatherly attitude. "Axl, are we clear?" 


Axl turned his back to Izzy, held the pillow in his chest and curled himself into the ball. He said "No. My theory 
still stands, you dick" to the wall 


Izzy pushed his inky black hair back and looked down at Axl for a while. Once he noticed Axl wouldn't say a 


word anymore, he walked to the window to close it. 


He wiped his fingers with the hem of his lavender shirt. His hair was glossy as well as his skin throughout his 


body was sticky with sweat. He needed a hot shower. 


"Good night." He turned a doorknob. He knew that Axl would not respond to him. 


Chapter 3 
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Izzy's best friend was not the simple best friend but more like his blood brother. The bandmates considered 
their reserved rhythm guitarist was a guardian of their eccentric vocalist. Yet he less understood Axl than his 
bandmates’ expectation, these two had bonded together. Bonded in some strange way that none of them were 
capable of understanding. 


He would act like Axl's parent as needed. On the other hand, he'd disappointed Axl many times in many ways, 
being Axl's problem, and Axl had been there for him. Their friendship was a bit complicated since both of them 
were not an open book or an easy-going person, nevertheless the trust underlied them. The friends should be 
equal, they had been equal so far and they would always be in the future. Anyway, Axl became Izzy's problem. 
For sure he had the right to be the one. Izzy couldn't get what on earth was going on in Axl's head but he 
would accept this stray sheep. That was the way they had survived in this huge concrete city in some way or 


other. 


Izzy was eagerly going along with the rock musician's tradition, which was basically ‘why the fuck am | active 
in the morning?', so it had been a while since he had seen the morning sun when he woke up from a light sleep 
the following day. He hid his face in his arms trying to go back to sleep. Once he knew he couldn't, he waited a 
moment to prepare for a strong ray of light before opening his eyes, slowly rubbed his eyes until he could 


easily open them, then he sat in bed and stretched the upper half of his body. 


Axl slept like a bear as opposed to him. Actually it was pretty unfair. Many disoriented thoughts ran through 
Izzy's brain while dreaming. The worst dream was that of two friends gently kissing the other a few times and 


cooed some words of love into each other's ears. Goddamn words of love. 
And Izzy trembled with joy! 


"Ugh!" He felt shiver crawl up his spine when he remembered the tremendously horrible dream, and roughly 
scrubbed goosebumps on his arms exactly the same as Axl did last night. His brain was screwed up, indeed. He 
blamed it for keeping a vivid nightmare. He detested the sky too. If it didn't fucking rain at that fucking 
moment, Axl didn't see fucking Sean or what's his name at the fucking grocery store, therefore he couldn't 
have that fucking stupid idea. And, the fucking sky didn't need to give them a fucking rain because it scarcely 


rained in fucking summer in Los Angeles. 


However, hopefully, Axl could change his mind. A sound sleep might make his friend sane. Besides, he had a few 
personality traits inside, it could be possible. 


Soon Izzy found out this optimistic thought was stupidly shallow. 


Axl didn't hesitate to show his curiosity in front of the other three, even when he threw his arm around 
Erin's shoulders. He looked straight at Izzy. Their eyes didn't meet. A small or pretty common sense of his held 
him back to say it loud, yet it let him show his enthusiasm by peering at Izzy's lips. 


Axl was a prodigiously honest man who never thought circumstances may justify a lie. Izzy basically trusted 
him that Axl wouldn't kiss him until he let Axl, which he believed never happened, his own lips being stared at 
by the best friend exhausted his energy. 


Besides the problem, Axl was as insane as normal. He took his anger out on his bandmates which only God 
knows why in a highly unpredictable timing, then the one who was yelled focused his eye on Izzy. The look of 
great significance strongly said Izzy should calm Axl down immediately. Izzy usually fetched a deep sigh before 
he soothed Axl, but he welcomed upset Axl this time. All his friend could think about was the things in front 


of him, in practice he forgot his enthusiasm in the moment. 
No gaze. 


Izzy felt at peace. He usually let his friend lean against his back until he felt safe completely because the mess 
frequently proceeded from believing that his world was totally insecure. This time, Izzy gave several sage nods 
while his friend gradually regained his composure, and cleared away right after Axl's complaints finished. He 


didn't want Axl to bring up the cryptic request any further. 


Even Izzy tried to stay away from the request, his friend chased him to be alone in Hell House. Again, no 


matter if Erin was around them. 


"Did you change your mind?" The redhead stood close to him and whispered in the kitchen. Their arms touched 
each other and a lock of orangish silky hair gently stroke Izzy's shoulder. 


Izzy took a step backward with a wineglass of white wine in his hand, thinking that Axl was supposed to know 
the concept of personal space before. He briefly whispered back. "I think the conversation's done." He cast a 
side glance at loving Erin sitting on a couch, smiled at them with no idea of what these Lafayette boys 
discussed. 


"Izz, you gotta help me." Axl stood close to Izzy again, their arms touched once more. 


Izzy frowned as he saw that Erin was still smiling happily as if she was looking at the adorable baby twins. 
Troublingly, this conversation could be considered as an affair. The osculation didn't take on love but two men 
were whispering because they were paying careful attention to keep it from her. It was complete teachery as 
long as the issue was physically about an osculation, even though there were no feelings. He didn’t give a shit 
whether this couple broke up or not, simply he didn’t like to be caught up in their quarrel or to incur her 
displeasure like the cry of ‘Are you going to take him from me?! God, nothing doing. 


He abruptly finished off his wine. "I'm helping you a lot! You're a crazy stray sheep and l'm here to set you on 
the right path. Don't hold your breath, don't betray her." He hissed in a fierce whisper in one breath, putting 


the wineglass roughly on a counter and escaping to their bedroom. 


The situation was the most creepy one Axl ever created. Fortunately their bandmates were not suspicious 
what the Indiana boys had behind the curtain. If they had been, Izzy would be too overwhelmed and he wouldn't 


have any confidence in himself to deal with them. 


Chapter 4 
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One week had passed with a sickening slowness . 


In fact, the band had a bunch of stuff keeping them busy. They were making music, playing at Whisky A Go Go 
on the Sunset Strip and irregularly earned a small amount of money to eat. So literally they were busy but 
Izzy had felt a deadly slowness since Axl's zeal had followed after him like a zombie in the cheap horror 


movies which Slash recently got engrossed in 


One of the band's friends, West Arkeen, stopped by Hell House at night. He didn't recognize that anything 
changed. However, the next night when another friend, Del James, working as a writer came in their place, 


things were awfully different from what Izzy anticipated. 


All people were sitting on the couch or on the floor. Four of them - Slash, Duff, Steven and Del said something 
in their way, all drunk, not caring gaps in their conversations. Drunkard remarks are incoherent as it happens 
all the time. Fortunately, Axl nibbled his beer on the floor without looking up at Izzy who sat on the couch, and 
not saying anything so that Axl wasn't Izzy's big pain in the ass this very moment. Izzy seriously considered 


inviting people here more often. 


When the lead guitarist stood up to make his way to the kitchen, his curly hair bounced, the bassist and the 
drummer followed him as if the dogs had run after their owner with their tails wagging. If their blond hair 
was fluffy enough, it might bounce either. Izzy could assume that they would have another drink under a 
starry sky. As expected, he heard a sound of the glass bottles hitting each other and a creak when the front 


door was opened. 


A stillness reigned around the rest. Izzy recognized a white lace curtain in the kitchen out of the corner of his 
eye and felt a jasmine scent offending his nose. The curtain gently fluttered with the summer breeze. 
Nevertheless his heart usually appreciated that something beautiful was beautiful, but the movement was just 


an eyesore. What was more, not only the scent was annoying but also it reminded him of when he had freaked 


out, he especially felt the trail of the hot sweat which had run down his skin on that night. 
Izzy muttered. "Fuck, | wanna burn all the jasmine trees next door.” 
Axl batted the thick eyelashes two or three times innocently, throwing a glance at the direction of their 


bedroom instead of asking about the low murmur which had broken from the guitarist's lips. He obviously 
wanted to be alone with Izzy, or wanted to try the kiss, or maybe wanted to talk about.Damn it, there wasn't 


a tad of difference in them! Frustrated, Izzy turned his face to the opposite side to finish an eye-conversation 


Del was doing very well in his way as a writer even when he was drunk. He raised an amused eyebrow as he 


smelled a scent of the secret before him. Izzy looked back at him with flat eyes. 
"No small talk?" Del shrugged his shoulders. 


Izzy scoffed at him but the inquisitive man didn't abandon his doubt. "Hmm, l'm gonna come over next week. 
Something interesting is going on" He said like singing before he joined a small drinking bout at the porch. Axl 
relocated to the couch as soon as Del left the room. 


Izzy massaged his shoulder. "Axl, I'm getting tired of babysitting you." He made a face, his grumble was 
muffled. 


Axl ignored it casually and approached his face towards Izzy, setting his eyes on Izzy's lips, getting closer to 
Izzy until Izzy shivered hard and pushed him away. Axl didn't seem to take offense at it though Izzy's hands 
refused him stronger than he intended. He once again got close to Izzy, leaning forward. A mischievous smile 


crawled up his mouth as Izzy instinctively leaped up from the couch. 


"Shit! You enjoy seeing me getting freaked out!" Izzy felt a mix of anger and disgust was written all over his 


face. 
‘Its fun as hell" The green orbs sparkled like a boy of three discovered how to get into mischief. 


Izzy had already been fed up with being stalked by Axl, on top of that the naughty teasing started. He found 


no reason for hiding his irritation. 


"Is it just for fun for you? Don't you wanna," because he realized the possibility that someone could happen to 


overhear them in mid-sentence, he lowered his voice to almost a whisper. "Do it anymore?" 


Axl caught Izzy's concern. He kindly answered in a very low voice too but didn't forget to tease him. "Do 
what?" 


Goddammit! Izzy flushed scarlet red with the bubble of anger. The blood pumping through veins all over his 
body helped him roughly grab the neck of Axl's T-shirt and drag him to their room without giving him time to 
hit him back or to say even a word. He threw his friend inside of the room, slamming the door. "I'm talking 
about the kiss! You know what, asshole!" 


Studying Izzy head to toe while rotating his shoulders, Axl cleared his throat as though he never expected 


Izzy's response. IT was, 


"Bullshit." lazy growled. 


"Hey, lz, relax" Axl's mischievous smile utterly faded, instead the puppy eyed look which had pestered him for 
the osculate on that night which was coming back to his face. How dare Axl be such an insufferable piece of 
shit? By no means did he have an innocent puppy heart but now he was laboring to achieve his goal by 
pretending to be an adorable boy. 


Axl said to Izzy's back matter-of-factly as Izzy pushed his shoulder and came into the center of the room. 
"Why don't we ‘do it already and nothing will bother you?" 


Izzy turned to Axl who was tilting his head, and emphatically stated. "This is not right" 


"We can't say it before we go through the substantial experience." Axl objected in a calm voice like it was too 
basic to mention. 


Izzy rasped out. "I'm saying it's fucking disgusting! Do you dig dudes? If so, tell me now. I'll appreciate your gay 
side, but just don't seduce me since l'm not as you goddamn know. Just remember! | apologize for making a bad 
gaffes these days, | am very sorry for my political incorrectness!" He got out of breath when he finished his 
sentences without pause. 


"Don't get so excited, man. It's not like you. | love Erin and I've already told you that I'm straight." Axl kept 
giving him the puppy eyes. 


Izzy pointed out the obvious, "That explains everything. It's not a required experience in your life," then quickly 
articulated. "Period!" 


His voice was tremendously loud considering his standards. Wasn't it like him? Fuck that. The whole situation 


had reached the point where he couldn't be comprehensive. 


"You're overreacting.’ Axl upturned his eyes, and in a very childish way he bit the pink lower lip to forbore a 


snicker. He failed. Seriously, he was extremely obnoxious. 


Izzy was playing his role as Axi's guardian, but it didn't necessarily mean that he had a duty to stay as one to 
the end. The two were already grown and needless to say that they should have been equal, thus he didn't 
have to be the perfect one. 


Besides, why was the jasmine scent always harassing him? 


This stifling scent had hunted him, bothered him in the kitchen and covered his nose and mouth while dragging 
Axl to the bedroom. The air had been growing thicker and thicker, warmer and warmer, and heavier and 
heavier. It wasn't merely sticking in his throat but also choking his neck The things before him overwhelmed 
him completely. He threw up his fatherly role, stomping out of the room. 


He went straight to the front door. The small drinking bout still had been held All of the heads shot straight 


up immediately when he slammed the door open in a foul temper. Four men timidly peered at him. He had a 


consciousness of being too emotional since he had already passed the point of sanity, but hey, he'd never 


begged the title of the most moderate guy which they gave to him. 
"Did you have a tiff with him?" Izzy heard that Del mocked him. 


He ignored Del and lunged forward. The rest sitting on the porch hugged their knees to their chests to avoid 
being kicked by him, so he easily threaded his way through them. 


He kept walking. At first he didn't set out for anywhere, but a few minute walk worked on his brain to get a 
constructive idea, which was visiting his girlfriend's - Angela's place. He quickly returned, walking past Hell 
House, heard Del yelling that he would come over next week, again ignoring his mocking laughter and moved 
forward with rapid strides. 


"It ain't a kiss. | call it a touch." He told himself while he moved ahead, feeling the jasmine scent fade. He 
mentally rewound the second sentence and ran it over and over in his head. A touch sounded much better 
than a kiss. It eased his nerves but soon he perceived his self-contradiction The act of giving a definition could 
be a preparation for an excuse when it - a kiss or a touch or whatever the hell - was going to happen and 


after it happened. 


"My lips were physically against his. | admit it but this wasn't what it looks like, it was just a touch. We're 
straight and l'm being truly honest about that." 


Holy shit, who the hell was he going to convince with this awful and thin pretext? Would he want to excuse 
himself? If he thought about this rationally, defining a word was like part of him rather prepared himself for a 
touch as if a kiss was totally unacceptable, but a touch would be something different and he was still capable 
of considering it. Axl's passion had played Izzy's feelings very well. Izzy's mental health was already bad enough. 


Now Angela carried the hope of him. Axl's ridiculous favor in Izzy's head would vanish once he slept with her. 
So he didn't hide the disappointment on his face when he arrived at her place. Angela was there. She sweetly 


welcomed him dropping in suddenly and encouraged him to join girltalk. 


He saw her friends were chattering without pause and screaming with laughter from behind the front door 
left a jar. He didn't feel he wanted to be a part of it. He didn't like it in the first place. Women keep talking 
without any constructive conclusion A content of this kind of conversation itself doesn't assign a meaning, they 
share their time because it is the purpose. Izzy's nervous mind had no room to have an idle talk pleasantly. He 
would rather return to his place and reopen the untoward dialogue which would remain divergent forever. Axl 


had showed the clear reason for his request, at least. 


| wanna be nice to you and your girls, but | don't feel like joining them." Izzy cupped her face with his hands 


regretfully. 


She offered another plan. "You can wait for me in the bedroom. They'll leave here in an hour" 


A brief mental image of waiting for his girlfriend to have sex on her bed was hopelessly dork He kissed her 
forehead in place of saying sorry. She coaxed him into kissing to her by curving her arms around his waist and 
cuddling closer to him. He slid his hands in her hair and dug his nose in it. A minty shampoo aroma filled his 
nostrils, which was much more pleasant than the jasmine one, so he inhaled her sweet aroma until his nostrils 
were fully satisfied, then softly swallowed her lips. 


"You want me." Her lips opened against his. 


He shoved his tongue in her mouth and enjoyed a taste of a fruity cocktail that she'd probably had before he 
arrived. "You too." He blew his breath in her ear, gently biting it with his lips while his hands trailed down her 
body. She moaned a little by way of answering. It easily raised the heat of his skin. His lips moved along her 


jawline, coming back to hers. 

All of a sudden, a familiar manly baritone voice echoed in his head. "Can | kiss you?" 

The particular man's face eroded hers. He jolted back. He also felt that the marrow was slightly trembling. 
She acutely sensed his shiver and said in a small but sharp voice. "What's that?" 


God, shivering in the seductive moment hurt her, obviously, but never did he dare to confess the best friend's 


idea, of course not! "lits n-nothing.” He stammered in dismay and confusion 


He felt the color drain from his face, wishing earnestly that she didn't see his face clearly in the moonlight. His 
best friend's voice and smile were surrounding him from all sides, which he couldn't control, and it led the 


incompetent man's heart to wildly beat. Jesus, the redhead was quite a zombie. 


"But you shuddered at me." She made her face suspiciously, shifting her weight from one foot to the other, 
both arms folded across the chest. 


Its about me. l'm, uh, really sorry." He couldn't overcome his fear, even couldn't make reasonable sentences. 


His body began stiffening. He took a step backward, hoping that she wouldn't notice his transformation 


"Um, honey, you have your girls waiting." He opened the door, recognizing his voice also became stiff, yet using 
his all energy to make his voice as sweet as possible because he imminently needed to continue the 


conversation to profess the most important three words. "I love you." 


The weak three words understandably didn't prove anything, as evidence she said nothing in response. He should 
have embraced her. Kissing all over her face was more preferable. Apparently the situation here was already 
horrible and waiting to be fixed, but he was unable to lean to her even an inch with the stiff atmosphere he 
was wearing around his whole body. It would make this moment worse. In the end, she went back to her friends 


though she showed her dissatisfaction by glaring at him. 


Relieved, he exhaled deeply as the door was shut and left there with his shoulders dropped. When he headed to 


Angela's home, his second option for tonight was Tracii Guns, his former lead guitarist and a friend of his, but 
he didn't feel like listening to his dirty jokes right now, then coming back to Hell House was the only option left. 


Trudging along a sidewalk, he regretted that he hadn't ridden his Harley-Davidson. He'd been utterly upset and 
sort of busy for raking his brain frantically to think about the unintelligent a-kiss-versus-a-touch logic while 
heading to Angela's place, which ended up making him not pay attention to the long walk. He also harbored 
expectations of hot love making in his unconsciousness, it perhaps led him to walk with light steps a bit. He met 
her, then Axl's full of unbelievable and incomprehensible motivation destroyed everything. The deed hadn't been 
done yet. Even not, the request totally gnawed into Izzy's brain. He had to find his way back. 


"A deed." Izzy stopped at a bus stop and mumbled, looking up the moon. 


The word was smoother than a touch on his tongue. However, it was clearly no more than a word game 


whatsoever the optimal word he could find The tragedy had already happened either way. 


Chapter 5 


Author's Notes: 
This is the part | wanted to write the most. sgSixx helped me a lot since I'm not a native speaker. Thank you 
so much sgsixx! | hope that you all enjoy this chapter. 


The first rung on the ladder of finding his way back was quite simple in Izzy's head. He shouldn't have shared 


the room with Axl for even a second. 


His bandmates were still chilling out on the porch when Izzy made it to Hell House. Del had already left. Slash 


smiled at him as lzzy approached them. 


"Hey Slash, you mind if | sleep in your bed? You can use mine." Izzy made a great effort to say that casually. 


Del had mocked Izzy in front of them. He definitely didn't want to give his friends any hints of his trouble. 
"| do." Slash said outright. 
Duff gave Izzy a theoretical answer in a level tone. "You can't have two bedrooms." 


While Izzy felt odd that they didn't ask the reason and immediately turned down him, he just let their 
artificiality ride. "Alright, I'll just use the couch." 


"No, Izzy. You can't" 
The loud voice belonged to Slash and got on Izzy's nerves. "What? You guys always occupy there. Its my turn" 


“Cause your room's the widest and the nicest." Duff's response was more peaceful but a perfect refusal in 


short. 

Izzy faced Steven sitting cross-legged in a laughing mood. Speaking of the nicest room, actually Izzy considered 
Steven's room as the nicer one. lzzy and Axl shared a room, Slash and Duff did too, whereas Steven slept alone 
in his own. The drummer could give a boon to his rhythm guitarist by exchanging the nicest room to the 


second nicest room. Quite fair, huh? "How about you? Do you wanna sleep in my bed?" 


Steven giggled in content, opening his mouth, but Slash interrupted him before he pronounced an affirmative 


word. 
Izzy insisted, "Why the hell do you ruin me, Hudson? This is between me and him," 


Then Steven encouraged, "You can have a pillow fight with Axl. Itll be fun" 


Okay, he knew Axl would never grant a pillow fight but it successfully raised Steven's mind. His blue eyes were 
so bright now, slightly swaying from side to side, appearing to look at a mental image of Axl's giggle behind the 


feathers which were dancing all over the room. Sorry, Steven. That wasn't gonna happen 
Ignoring Izzy nonchalantly, Slash warned Steven. "Stevie, you use your own bed" 


"Um," Steven disarranged his hair. "I'm sorry, Izzy." His voice was very low, clearly he was still attached to the 
fascinating pillow fight. 


Izzy eagerly opened his mouth then closed it without nagging Steven for following Slash. Steven looked apologetic 
but he might not flip his position as long as Slash kept a close eye on him. 


So, an awful fate seemed to be destined. Izzy failed to win the bed outside of his room. He was going to suffer 
the terrible nightmares until Axl's imbecility had utterly disgusted himself. 


Duff stood up when Izzy almost opened the front door. "Axl went to Erin's a little while ago, if that's your 


problem." 


"We're good" Izzy looked up the tallest man with some kind of relief. He might sleep well tonight. Just tonight, 
but one night was still better than zero nights. 


Another deadly slow week had passed. Something provisionally named a kiss (never did he call it a kiss directly 
even though he now fully awoke to the fruitlessness of a word game) hadn't happened due to both Izzy's 


watertight castle wall and Axl's promise. However, it seemed a matter of a time. 


Axl's eyes had been lingering on his lips whether or not Axl was around him. The emerald green orbs gave him 
a snakelike watch, waiting for Izzy to bring down his wall. His wish didn't come true so far, hence they turned 


to the impudent puppy's expression as Izzy knitted his eyebrows. 


Axl drove Izzy insane just by existing. A bitter pill to swallow, Izzy had been a perfect model morning person 
these weeks. He was anxious for getting back his former reckless rock r' roll attitude from the bottom of his 
heart, nevertheless he was broad awake at five o'clock on the dot every single morning irrespective of heroin 


use the previous night. 


"You look like hell, man. Are you alright?" Another puppy eyed man tilted his head behind Izzy when Izzy 
approached the fridge. 


"Duff, are you awake too?" Izzy wrenched his head round with a slight surprise. The clock hands pointed at five 


thirty. 


"| was sitting up. I'm drinking vodka in there." Duff threw a glance at the couch and yawned. "I think | might get 


some sleep now." 

"That's how the badass bass player's supposed to be." Izzy looked at Duff with a little jealousy. 

"Yeah, but you can talk to me. You look like you're hiding your disgruntlement." Duff blinked his puppy eyes. 
Izzy gravely surveyed their surroundings for a little while. He heard a snooze behind the couch. He couldn't tell 
who was snoozing, so he walked in there, his eyes saw Steven opening his mouth and making the low sound. 
Slash lay on his stomach on the floor, holding a botte of Night Train in his hand, they both seemed to sleep 
deeply. 

Izzy walked back to the kitchen and asked inconspicuously. "Can you keep this between us?" 

"Your secret is safe with me, bro." Duff quickly whispered back. 

Duff was always reliable, knowing the importance of greasing the wheels in the band. He kept fairness to deal 
with their things. His warmful attitude allayed a severe part of fairness easily cornering people in a tight spot, 
which often helped to reduce friction in both their daily life and the band activity, and that consequently 
bonded the boys thicker. Duff might not give Izzy a suitable solution Be that as it may, expressing his true 
sentiments would ease him. Izzy opened his mouth. He trusted this eager, puppy eyed bassist from the bottom 
of his heart. 

And he was the biggest idiot on earth. 

"Wait what? You haven't kissed Axl yet? Izzy, you can't be serious!" Duff's shout caused an entire mess. 
Another blond man sprang out of the couch. "I told you! They're platonic!" 

Izzy opened his eyes widely. "Were you awake?" 

Izzy's question was vanished by Slash's loud voice. "No way! They've fucked already! Shit Duff, you woke us up." 


Out of the blue Slash realized that he put his foot in his mouth as he recognized Izzy standing next to Duff. 


"Uh-oh," he murmured then intoned like he'd said nothing. "Good morning. His lips twitched. The wickedest smile 
ever, Izzy thought to see. 


Slash's eyes probably peeped out from behind the backrest of the couch. Izzy couldn't see them because his 
thick curtain of the black curly hair covered his eyes. Izzy asked if they believed that he was having sex with 
Axl. Duff grinned as the black mop bounced. Devastated, Izzy gaped, his eyes were going much wider. 


"Izzy, | told them you haven't done it yet, but these guys believe that so strongly that they put you two in 


your room." Steven pointed his index finger to the direction of Izzy's room and spilled out a story behind the 


story containing the irrelevance. 
Slash yelled. "Whoa, we don't wanna watch the real gay porns--" 
"In our room!" Duff interjected Slash quickly. "No offence, y'know, we--" 


This time Slash broke in on, "understand you guys are in the closet. We've known that since we formed GNR in 
the first place." 


Izzy snorted at Duff and Slash. They were finishing each other's sentences. How cute. And they were talking 
about the thing which didn't even exist. He finally figured out why his bandmates had refused to let him sleep 
in their rooms or on the couch. Their delusions of grandeur warned them that the Indiana boys would have 


gay sex whenever and wherever they wanted like a dog in heat. 


"Honestly, zero fucking in the same room every night? Really?" Slash stood on the couch on his knees, his 


palms on the backrest supporting his upper body. 


"Yeah, Stevie, in what way did you figure it out?" Duff still kept his annoying, naughty innocent expression, 
never mind tilting his head like dogs usually do when they can't hear the sound properly. 


Izzy cursed in his head. ‘Okay Duff, it's rude: 

Steven majestically replied. "It's complicated They have the long past and they don't wanna do things to break 
it. Love or friendship," he paused for a few seconds, tried to make his words meaningful by laying his hand on 
his chest, and subsequently shook his head. “They're very worrisome." 

He was manifestly proud of the garbage. In fact, it wasn't complicated at all, or maybe it was only for Mr. 
Airhead. A ‘love or friendship’ scenario was very homespun, and tons of novels and movies were known to the 
public. Simple as that. Izzy might object the exultant man if the protagonist wasn't him. So he had showed his 
mute resistance and kept it even when Duff crowd over Steven's answer, but it didn't last long. 

"You owe me ten bucks. Slash, you too" Steven beckoned Duff. 

Izzy rasped out. "Goddamnit! You've all bet on that? Fucking crazy!" 

"We all specialize in craziness. Axl's the best." Duff replied. 

"They're gonna fuck soon" Slash protested, 

"Haven't done it at this point. Now we know that he has trouble with kissing, that means they've not touched 


each other's genitals. They, therefore, haven't had sexual intercourse YET!" Throwing his chest out, Steven 
urged. 


"It ain't ‘yet’. We won't do it. And Steven, don't use those words." Izzy growled, so eager to manifest 
displeasure. His life plan didn't set up the Oh-Axl-holds-my-dick event. Jesus fucking Christ, did this need 


further explanation? Seriously? 


Slash stood up from the couch, walking past Steven who was making some hand movements to emphasize his 


win, and lighting a cigarette. "You will." 


"The Axl is waiting for a kiss!" Duff guffawed before leaving the room, which led Slash to follow suit. That of 
course wasn't funny at all and annoyed Izzy so much, but obviously Steven was the man with the worst 


attitude. 


‘Izzy, you're kinda nervous, aren't you? | know you need to push the right buttons very carefully.” Satisfied 
with his inquiry into the interpersonal relation, he nodded. 


Thanks to Steven's mellifluous Harlequin novel. How many times had he been strongly conscious of his 
heterosexuality and how many more times would he be? He never meant to attack others sexuality because 
he was living in the innovative 80's, just simply he didn't adore the same sex. Actually, he hadn't worried about 
his own since his birth. Living as a straight man was quite common in this country. And what's worse, flirting 
with Axl? No. Impossible. He could tell that the incomprehensible friend was the last choice. Could it materialize 
now, it had happened back in Lafayette. Mr. Airhead spread a perfect nonsense and mercifully showed his 
understanding to his misunderstanding. Izzy didn't have any energy to object to him any more, so he just stood 
there, his mouth slightly parting as if he was dull-witted. 


"Are you worried about Slash and Duff? I've got your back, buddy! We'd never screw you." The very kind blond 
man who was proud of his very clever brain winked at Izzy and scurried away with a big cheerful smile to get 


the twenty dollar parley. 


Chapter 6 


Author's Notes: 
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Duff didn't believe him. That embroiled Izzy in a bitter mood. At the very least, he wanted one person who 
understood his situation, then, it was Duff. No one sympathized Izzy at all, people in this house rather incited 
him to jump into a whole new relationship containing sort of, uhm.well, a physical conduct with a sexual nature. 
He didn't know what to make of that. He sank deeper into the couch, covering his face with his both hands. The 
hush informed him that everyone instead of him was having a good sleep. The sounds he was listening to were 
the peaceful music of the birds and the car noise. The soft brightness of the sun held Hell House in a warm 


embrace. It was a stereotypical early morning in other words. 


A morning fresh air brew in the room. He popped his head because the wanton breeze bared the notorious 
jasmine scent. He saw the window in the kitchen left open and the white lace curtain slowly flapped back and 
forth, which led him to feel like he had his back against the wall, almost to feel even this wooden structure 
wanted to put him in a hole. The scent hit deep inside the nostrils evilly, going through them stickily and 
radically changing into a lump in his throat. Somehow, the lump made him a bit aggressive. He dragged the 
bottle of Night Train on the floor which perhaps Slash had left, saw almost all of the red liquid remaining, and 
swilled it directly from the bottle. It didn't wash away the lump as he prospected, contrariwise, it made him 
more aggressive. He saw another bottle of Night Train on the kitchen counter. Of fucking course there was no 


other way without draining it. 
"How come | keep wrapping my head around?" 


The bitter feelings gave away to perfect anger. Why was Izzy stepping away from the obnoxious redhead in 
the first place, almost hiding when he had done nothing to necessitate it? Axl was the one who had gone down 
the wrong path, not Izzy. Izzy continued gulping down the wine. He thought there wasn't anything that he 
needed to dread. He also found zero necessity to run on fumes. It was only ‘a tiny little kiss' he could definitely 
reject. He would punch this motherfucker when he pressed for it. That was all. 


One way or the other, the situation had already aggravated Absurdly enough, the bandmates had amused 
themselves with the non-being gay relationship, so the mess couldn't be worse. Grabbing the bottle, Izzy 
headed straight to their room. Axl was on the bed and didn't budge when Izzy opened the door with a slam. He 
closed it thunderously too while seeing his friend softly curling his back with both hands settling between his 
tights. Again, a perfect hush. His vocalist was provokingly enjoying a peaceful sleep. Didn't Izzy deserve it? 
Absolutely yes, he did with no doubt. 


He landed on his bed flat on his back dramatically. The bottle hurtled down on the floor and made a firm sound. 


He raised his head and checked if he spilled the liquid. He'd almost drunk it all, so he didn't. The sunlight from 
the window attacked his eyes. He closed them, yet felt the sun kept pricking them. He drew a cloth from under 
his back. It was the shabby white cotton shirt which he'd taken off and left on the bed last night. Just good, 
he put it over his face. The alcohol affected the body temperature, his body perspired and caused him to 
crave some fresh air. He tossed the shirt, sitting up in a bit of a daze, reached and opened the window. When 
he sprawled on his bed again, nothing ruined his intoxicated body any further, even this baleful jasmine scent 


that penetrated his nose once more. He was desirably drunk. 


The wine gave him a good quality of sleep. When he was awake from his sleep and opened his eyes, the sky 
was colored in a mix of pink and purple, ready for nightfall. Marvelous! He regained his rock n roll attitude 
entirely! He was gladly motivated to go back to sleep in accordance with his tradition. Very contented, he rolled 


over. 


A reddish spherical object caught his eye. Next moment, he recognized it as the back of Axl's head only ten 
inches away. "Axil?" He winched at him a little. 


Axl held his legs to his chest on the floor, his back touching the side of Izzy's mattress, and his head dropping 


down on his knees. 


"What are you doing?" Sitting up, Izzy asked the dim shadowy form with choice. He knew this atmosphere of 


emotional instability very well. 


In silence the singer remained in the position for about ten minutes, that was what Izzy felt, and started 


weeping. "| won't make a hit" The muffled, cracked voice narrowly reached to Izzy's ears. 


"C'mere." Izzy tapped the mattress. He sensed Axl's utter disinterest for the wild request. Instead, the deep 


distress helped him become his sincere friend again. 


Axl climbed on the bed sitting next to him, and leaned on him modestly after a brief interval. The warmth of 
his head on Izzy's shoulder somehow evoked Axlľ's life. "Why you think so?" 


"My step-dad said." Axl burst out crying. "He said I'm a disgusting insect that no one would ever desire me 
and my music. All of me! I'm gonna end up in the gutter." He just managed to chop his words, sometimes the 


voice couldn't form proper sounds. Izzy barely heard the mumble saying something like "Shit, l'm not a coward. 


"He's in Lafayette." While Izzy stroked red hair of the man who huddled himself, he recaptured Axl's birth 
mother and thought her existence would help him, but he immediately decided not to mention her. She perhaps 
didn't say anything cruel. Well, she did nothing. She even pretended all was well while this evil assaulted him, and 
Izzy considered her behavior as a covering fire, although Axl sighed for her in contravention of some sort of 
bitter feelings he sometimes bleated out. She'd been defeating Axl in completely the same way of his 
stepfather after all 


‘lm talking about my dream." Axl's hard inhale was louder than the response. 


"He's not running you down. If so, you have me." 


Axl looked straight at Izzy. The swollen eyelids were painful, the convulsive sobbing almost took away the 
oxygen from him. The pathetic appearance of him easily had Izzy regretting having been grim. Izzy wasn't sure 


if his anger triggered Axl's dream but he knew Axl dreaded the attacks by the close men 


By the time Izzy was conscious of his presence in their school days, Axl had been a rough and determined 
martial boy. At that point, his stepfather had already maltreated him, which he revealed to Izzy by showing 
green and purple bruises on the limbs and the stomach after a year of their friendship. Izzy could recall how 
vulnerable Axl looked when he toyed with the hem of his t-shirt then finally pulled up it, and how delicate his 
eyes were when Izzy believed his secret. It was so sad and cruel that he'd had no choice but submitted to ill- 
treatment until he finally arrived in California. He most likely learned "offense is the best defense" during his 


childhood. He had been showing his aggressive side in advance. In this wise frail but combative Axl was born, 


Izzy knew Axl's pitiful trauma. He was always feeling it. He couldn't judge whether he had run to excess or not 
as the request was way too much to handle. Actually, Axl enjoyed how Izzy reacted, still he hoped what he had 
done hadn't attacked the childhood friend wailing beside him. He took a cigarette out of the Marlboro box on 
the nightstand, lightning and handing it to his friend Axl put it between two long fingers slightly trembling but 
couldn't draw it with his hard weeping. Izzy took the cigarette from the two thin fingers and put it in his own 
mouth when it burned in the midst. He lit the new one for Axl. 


Izzy started talking in a subdued voice when Axl took pull on the cigarette shallowly. "We've cut a deal and 
we're recording our music." The sob didn’t die down so he went on. "We never lose this game. Hey, you were 
offered a large amount of money once." 

"But | kicked his ass." The voice was shivering, yet sounded like Axl was recovering his composure. 

"Then Geffen found us." Izzy gazed blankly at two orange lights in the air. The room got dark since the sun had 
already set without his noticing. "And the chicks are always screaming at you to get your attention Everyone 


desires you." 


"l'm nothing." Axl inserted his cigarette in the wine bottle Izzy tumbled onto the floor when he came back to 
the room. The orange light faded. 


Izzy thought about Axl's sad response but he couldn't find the opposite words good to hear. He simply poured 
out his emotion while he also inserted his cigarette in the bottle. "Don't lower yourself. You mean a lot to me." 


"Really?" Axl straightened his spine, his voice was hoarse and a bit loud. Grabbing Izzy's shoulders, he looked 


into Izzy's eyes. 


Izzy peered at the other man's wet eyelashes. "Yes, you do." 


Axl was so desperate to be convinced that he rattled off. "Are you really a close friend of mine?" He leaned in 


more. Their noses almost touched. 


Feeling delicate breath against his lips, Izzy slightly parted them."You're the closest" His hands under an 
awkward condition was at a loss, making some unsteady circle movements in the air, but soon landing onto Axl's 
waist. Both men stared at the other. Maybe their gaze fixed on each other's thick eyelashes. Maybe each 


other's pale skin. Maybe each other's warm lips. 
Axl moved forward once more. Two soft elements met. They remained still. 


It was natural. Izzy closed his eyes. It was impossibly tentative, it was ridiculously awkward, but it was exactly 


what it should have been. 


Chapter 1 


Author's Notes: 
First of all, big thanks to sgSixx for spending time with my awkward English patiently. Without her help, | could 


not finish this fic. And thank you everyone who reads or leaves comments. | had a fun time, | hope you enjoy 


the last chapter. 


Izzy's lips had remained motionless for a few seconds, or a minute, or longer before the soft brush was gone. 
Izzy didn't fight against the urge of wanting it eternally in his mind. The lingering warmth on his lips ran his 
mouth deadly dry. He felt the gaze on his cheeks. He opened his eyes, but Axl looked down to avoid making 
eye-to-eye contact. His eyelids were a bit shaky and tears stayed beneath his dripping wet eyelashes. 


"We can make it big." Izzy said without moving backward. 


Axl rested his forehead on Izzy's, his hands which had squeezed Izzy's shoulders were now around his neck 
softly. He relieved his stiffness in Izzy's arms, and Izzy was fairly certain that his friend was recovering from 


his depression. 


In need of slaking his thirst, lzzy swallowed his tears. He knew that the drops were far from his gratification, 
yet he needed them. Axl's aroma was tinged with the fragrance of a cigarette. It strangely savored a 
difference in the one Izzy knew, although they both had cigarettes from the same Marlboro box. The thirst 
and curiosity led him to have a craving to dig for a secret behind the smell. He brushed Axl's jawline with his 


thumb. Axl shivered at the feeble stroke but didn't dodge it. 


Their lips met again. It was an abstemious mouth-on-mouth touch, yet the awkwardness was utterly gone 
after a few seconds of a standstill. The tip of Izzy's tongue dramatically cleaved the other man’s lips into two 
as his nose sensed the subtle sweetness. Axl didn't miss the cue. He parted his mouth more and Izzy shoved 
his tongue into it to figure out the cause of the sweetness. However, the different but familiar scent hit his 
nostrils before he caught it. 


This romantic jasmine scent. 


The scent started melting with the sweetness and the lingering characteristic cigarette taste on Axl's moist 
lips. It was the most voluptuous scent Izzy had ever experienced. The luscious mixture of them easily defeated 
Izzy's decent thinking power which controlled him after a great struggle. Izzy leaned in more, his own hand 
grasped Axl's hair, the other hand holding his waist, and he ended up crushing his mouth against the other's 
almost to the point where they hit their teeth. Axl slightly moaned into his mouth in sort of an encouraging 
way, dug his fingers in raven hair, disarranged it as well as stroked the nape of Izzy's neck, chasing his friend's 


lips and chewing them when Izzy separated from him to take in breath. 


Izzy felt a growing lump in his chest. It was a strong spontaneous impulse like infantile teenage lusts, in fact 
both his hands didn't move from where they were because he didn't know other options to satisfy his sexual 
desire. He tilted his head, responding to that Axl tilted in the opposite angle so they kissed unrestrainedly. Axl's 
hot tongue touched the thin skin of his inner mouth. Izzy found himself moaning, which he didn't expect, but 
the low moan didn't bother his concentration upon the sweet lips at all, he rather got obsessed with them. Axl 
crossed his calves on the small of Izzy's back, his own hips were between Izzy's tights. Axl's arms around 
Izzy's neck pulled his friend and his flat belly adhered to other's firmly. Now his slender body hanged on Izzy 
to importune for more kisses entirely. And his lips! They could not hide the secret of their sweet redolence like 
this. Izzy clung to another's lips. Flagrantly. He hadn't known such a mysterious kiss ever. 


Something was right. 

He chewed the hot lower lip under his to catch the clue for what he was deeply indulging in. No matter how he 
dug the secret, his sensual effort made it more enigmatic because the kiss became sweeter every time his 
tongue tasted it. 

Izzy barely heard a wooden creaking sound Everything around him except Axl's hot touches was such a blur 
that he subtly felt it. But when he actually heard the voices on the other side of the wall, his brain took back 
its vivid comprehension 

"Duff, | feel strange. Seriously, haven't they kissed yet?" 

"| dunno but Izzy didn't look like he told us a lie." 

Izzy popped his head in a flash and simultaneously Axl jostled him away. Amazed and wide-eyed, two men gazed 
at each other in speechless wonder. Their bodies went taut. Axl returned to consciousness a bit faster than 
Izzy. He leaped back, hit the ceiling light, the table lamp, and even the flashlight that only God knows why it 


was there. 


Izzy paced around and stopped in front of the closet, hitting his forehead on the closet door in quick 
succession. "Oh God. Fuck, | can't believe this. Fuck, fuck, shit, fuck." 


"Stop it!" A touchy voice shouted. 
Its part of my process!" Another touchy voice defended. 


Drawing himself up to his full height, Izzy looked back and furiously nagged his friend. "Why did you do this to 


me? | warned you. This was wrong!" 
Axl cried out. "But your tongue--" 


"Oh, save it!" Izzy cut in and glared at him. 


However, that was all his fault and Izzy was fully aware of it. Yes, Axl had moved first. It had conscientiously 
stayed as ‘a tiny little kiss‘ as Axl had promised at that point, yet Izzy shoved in his tongue and that made the 
kiss sensual to death. He admitted what he'd done manfully. But, there was no way that they diligently shed 
light upon the deed by themselves, especially upon the process of reaching to the sensual part! 


Axl pinched the swollen red lips with his porcelain white fingers. "Yeah, right." 
Izzy turned back to the closet, opened the door and lifted a package of his daily cocaine. Nevertheless actions 
have consequences, saying ‘what's done is done’ was the tough thing. Then what could he choose to get away 


with except drugs under the circumstances? Obviously nothing. 


"Izzy, don't do it! You stay stone cold sober or--" Axl choked, he probably hesitated to say the rest out loud, 
and yet Izzy clearly heard the part Axl swallowed. 


"Right." Since Izzy took all measures to avoid getting carried away by a mood of the sultriness of lust, he 
tossed the small plastic packet into the closet. An uncomfortable silence lay down. Izzy leaned against the closet 
door and saw Axl who was sitting on his bed and burying his face in his both hands. 

"You say things." Exhausted, Izzy said hoarsely. 


"Say whatl?" Axl blamed him with sharp eyes for forcing the responsibility of the awkwardness onto his 


shoulders. 
The friends had no energy to argue. "So, what are we gonna do now?" Izzy changed the subject: 


Axl froze in position. He was hardly able to look at the other man in the eye. His eyes stared into vacancy for 


a good long time, and finally vague voice replied. "Back to sleep?" 


They adopted it tacitly. They weren't capable of having a cheerful talk and the response was very constructive. 
Izzy flopped down heavily on his bed. 


It wasn't a matter of sleep. It was about if they could act like their sexual escapade had never happened after 
a reasonable amount of time had passed, and what was important was that they must make it through by any 
means. Izzy closed his eyes. He could feel the strong remnants of Axl in his nostrils. The clear, sensual and 
sweet taste lingered on his tongue. Besides, the annoying distinctive smell was coherently attacking him. 


These goddamn jasmine trees! 


Seriously, they were Pandora's box. The jasmine scent hadn't been merely offending him but also hypnotized 
him from the beginning to the end. Melting into the kiss was beyond his assumptions. 


"Fuck youl" Izzy shouted as he slammed the window shut beside his bed. 


"Don't fucking take your anger out on me, asshole!" 
"| took it out on the goddamn jasmines next door!" 


Of course Izzy did perceive that. The idea of the trees controlling him was nothing but an occult. He wasn't a 
Jimmy Page type of guitarist except the common color of their hair that obstructed their views on a regular 


basis. As Izzy roared, Axl started rolling left to right on the bed with a groan, 
Izzy roared again. "Stop it!" 
Its part of my process and you know it! Axl bellowed belligerently, hitting his pillows with his knuckles. 


While Axl was rolling and hitting with great force, Izzy endured the irritated noise by covering his head with 
his white shirt. Axl's unquiet move became quiet after it seemed like hours. The regular inhales and exhales 
prove that Axl was completely awake. The way they sounded recalled the moist breath against Izzy's mouth 
and cheeks, in the end Axl's presence became much intenser than he actually saw him. Izzy observed silence in 
a great deal of effort. Both of them didn't want to afford the same error because there would be no way of 
salvaging the situation once he or his friend committed a blunder. He really didn't know how he comported 
himself firmly, but no further delay here, tonight was a crossroads. If they could surmount tonight, the things 
would stabilize how they were supposed to be. Izzy kept not saying a word since their index fingers were set 


on a trigger. 
The logic ringed well theoretically. However, physically, the reality was a seesaw battle. 


Izzy muddled through to keep silence. His heterosexual common sense tried to control the recurring thought 
about the first and unbelievably sensual experience, on the contrary his internal voice swelled to a crescendo 
due to rebounding from the restrain. He gave a slight glance at Axl who stayed perfectly still to confirm both 
of them had zero intention for the second experience, on the surface at any rate, and curled himself to 
strengthen the restrain. 


That was only a drop in the bucket. His common sense finally acknowledged the defeat. Now he was no more 


heterosexual Jeffrey Dean Isbell. He jumped into Axl's bed, bent over him and clutched his chin. 


"Fuck, that was a good kiss." 


